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And, therefore, if a man bemoan his lot,

That after death his mouldering limbs shall rot, so

Or flames, or jaws of beasts devour his mass,

Know, he's an unsincere, unthinking ass.

A secret sting remains within his mind ;

The fool is to his own east offals kind.

He boasts no sense can after death remain ;         55

Yet makes himself a part of life again,

As if some other he could feel the pain.

If, while we live, this thought molest his head,

What wolf or vulture shall devour me dead ?

He wastes his clays in idle grief, nor can             lio

Distinguish 'twixt the body and the man;

But thinks himself can still himself survive,

And, what when dead he feels not, feels alive.

Then he repines that he was born to die,

Nor knows in death there is no other he9              (>:>

No living he remains his grief to vent,

And o'er his senseless carcase to lament

If, after death, 'tis painful to be torn

By birds, and beasts, then why not so to burn,

Or drenched in floods of honey to be soaked,      70

Embalmed to be at once preserved and choked ;

Or on an airy mountain's top to lie,

Exposed to cold and heaven's inclemency ;

Or crowded in a tomb, to be opprest

With monumental marble on thy breast ?            75

But to be snatched from all the household joys,

From thy chaste wife, and thy dear prattling

boys,

Whose little arms about thy legs are cast,
And climbing for a kiss prevent their mother's

haste,

Inspiring secret pleasure through thy breast;      ao
Ah ! these shall be no more; thy friends opprest
Thy care and courage now no more shall free;
" All I wretch/1 tliou criest, *' ah ! miserable me!
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